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cancer in that spring." He stretched out his arm towards the
Grail Fount. "Miracles are lies; and yet they are happening.
Immortality is a lie; and yet we are attaining it. Christ is a lie;
and yet I am living in Him. It ... is ... given . . . unto
. . . me ... to tell you that if any man brought a dead body
before me ... in the power of what people call a 'lie' I would,
even now, here and before you all, restore that dead one to life!"
His voice died away in a silence so profound that Nancy
Stickles, whose face was distorted with emotion, told Tossie later
that she could hear the tinkle of the far-away sheep-bell, on the
throat of Tupper, the old fence-breaking ram, in the Edgarley
Great Field.
Heavily and awkwardly and all hunched up, his broad back
stooping as if a weight beyond what he could bear had been
laid upon it, Mr. Geard now began shambling down from the
platform. Having reached the ground he stood for a time with
his whole massive body bent forward, and his eyes tightly shut.
At last, waving his hand every now and then to keep away any-
one who approached him, he moved slowly down the slope to-
wards the road.
There were so many conflicting accounts of what now hap-
pened, that a compilation of them all, and a comparison of them
with one another, would leave upon the mind a feeling that cer-
tain great human events do not occur in a direct, clear-cut abso-
lute manner; but include a wavering margin of actuality which
changes in accordance with the human medium through which
it passes.
As he came down the hill, the bulk of the people remained
perfectly motionless, save for an attempt to pursue him with
their eyes. He seemed protected, isolated, defended from intru-
sion by some interior power.
It was not long, however, before a little group of devotees
who were now pushing their way towards him made a kind of
half-circle round him; but even these did not dare to speak to
him or approach him closely. There had been a great many refer-
ences in European newspapers of late, to the Mayor's desire to
make of Glastonbury a sort of, English Lourdes, where an at-
mosphere of miraculous healing is charged with the electricity